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And here on the landward side, by a red rock, glimmers
the Hall;
And up in the high Hall-garden I see her pass like
alight;
But sorrow seize me if ever that light be my leading
star !
3
When have I bow'd to her father, the wrinkled head
of the race ?
I met her to-day with her brother, but not to her
brother I bow'd;
I bow'd to his lady-sister as she rode by on the moor ;
But the fire of a foolish pride flashed over her beautiful
face.
0  child, you wrong your beauty, believe it, in being
so proud;
Your father has wealth well-gotten, and I am nameless
and poor.
4
1  keep but a man and a maid, ever ready to slander
and steal;
I know it, and smile a hard-set smile, like a stoic,
or like
A wiser epicurean, and let the world have its way :
For nature is one with rapine, a harm no preacher
can heal;
The Mayfly is torn   by the swallow, the sparrow
spear'd by the shrike.
And the whole little wood where I sit is a world of
plunder and prey.
5
We are puppets, Man in his pride, and Beauty fair
in her flower;
Do we move ourselves, or are moved by an unseen
hand at a game
That pushes us off from the board, and others ever
succeed ?